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Fill pruuil of in) 1 pal. Uncle Joe; 
It's speed and strength we like. 
That's why he runs a streamlined train 
And I ride a Schwinn-Built biice. 



My cousin Harry flics the matt; 

His plane is always ready.- 

Ik say* it's like my Schwinn-Daill bike— 

So fast End smooth and s'endy. 




Avray to sciiool on my Schwinn I go, 
Breezing ahead of the res:, 
As president of the cycle club 
I know ivhat bike is tost. 




O.Ton my Schwinn for moiher; 
Picking up things for dad, 
I'm tlic Minute Man of the family 
And a strong and healthy lad. 



'Bring on all the bikes in tlie neighbor- 
hood. Match them hub to hub. And 
your Schwinn-Built bicycle will win 
hand; down every time. 

Watch your friends' eyes pop when 
you show" them the Spring Fork that 
changes riding to g-1-i-d-i-n-g . . . the 
Fore Wheel Brake thai brings you to 
a full slop on a dime . . . the theft- 
proof Cycelock . . . rear expander brake 
. . . and many other exclusive Schwinn 
features. 

Then let the gang stand back and 
admire the surging grace and super 
strength of America's^inest bicycle . . . 
the bike that's wailing to whisk you 
to happy, healthy outdoor adventure. 

Make a date with dad to sec the 
new Schwinn bikes at your dealer. 



Write today for illustrated, free Schwinn bike booklet. 



ARNOLD, SCHWINN & COMPANY 



1729 KILDARE AVENUE 



CHICAGO 



Ohi 
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P'SOM THE WEATHER 
BUREAU OVERLOOKING 
THE METROPOLIS, THE 
ASTONISHED MEN 
WATCH A STRANSE 
FORMATION 
APPROACHING 
ABOVE THE 
CLOUDS. 



SUDDENLY ONE Of TW£ 
HIGHEST TOWERS lS 
SMASHED TO CPUm&lINC. 
RUINS BY A BLAST OF - 

uGhTni mg . 



THAT'S NO OflOiNftRV 
tLECTRlC STORM. THESE 
ARE SOME SORT OF 
KITES UP THERE.' AND 
MAYBE |'|V\ CRAZY. BU ! 
THERE SEEM TO 6C 
MEN ATTACHED 
TO THEM 



t\ 




WITH BLOWS THAT WATCH THE 
.THUNDER BOLTS, 'THE SLACK, 
CONDOR WHIPS INTO THE 
GLIDING KITE MEM 




A MAt-IMOTH (dI ASS DOME IS THE 
CHAMBER OP DEATH. , . . 




DESTRUCTION RIDES 
THEIR WAKE ASTHEy 
FALL UPON THE 
.CAPITOL.. 



STRUCK BY A BLAXINS BQCT, 
THE CONDOR IS JOLTEOOUT 

OF HIS STATE OF COMA, BUT 

UNHARMED 




MEANWHILE, SA.CK IN THE 
COATER ClTV 




L 




taOf-lE HOQR5 LA'lfH 
an ftRHY PLANE IS 

sccuTiMe oven thf 

WILLS, WWFN. ; 
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More amazing adventures of The Black Condo 




SO, IT'S YOU- DO YOU Tj 

KNOW I'VE HAD DINNER 
WAITING FOR THE LAST 
FIFTEEN 
MIHUTES& 



SEVEN THIRTY- DINhlERS ALL , 
READY BUT POP IS PROBABLY\ 
DOWNTOWN GABBING 
KITH HIS CRONIES — 
I'M GOING T'TELL 
-* HIM OFF 
\_- PROPER/ 



EXCUSE ME, GENTLEMEN, 
I MUST PHONE MY DAU6HTER 
TO TELL HER THAT I'LL BE 
A LITTLE LATE FOR 
PINNER J r~~-S~- 

111 




[/ SG, SXCUSE ME, GENTS- % 
I'M AFRAID I MUST LEAVE 
IMMEDIATELY 




—AND I'M SICK OF COOKlNe 
MEALS THAT YOU DON'T 
SHOW UP TO EAT- NOW, 
YOU'D BETTER GET RIGHT 
HOME, OR I'LL — 




Molly The M 
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A SHOWER 

OF BLAZING ^ 
METEORS TURN -^ 
SPACE INTO A Y ■ 

FIERY CA ULDRON I . ;..'■• 


-"•? 





INSTRUMENTS SPIN CRAZILY 
AS THE ENGINES POUND 
MADLY TO SSCAPE THE 
MAGNETIC STORM/,, 




BLACKNESS SLOWLY 
ENVELOPES THE SPACE SHIR. 
A STRANGE FORCE SLOWLY- 
DRAWS THE SHIP DOWN..DOm 



..FINALLY A RENDING CRASH 
SHAKES THE GROGGY CREW 
TO THEIR SENSES... 





HOa&'BLE SWA 
ECfiG'ES TfiRQi 

:thb: PBsoiiA,r 
., vALLcyy 


IBM 
t&H 








w 






V, ^\\ 



THEN, AS SUDDENLY AS 
THEV HAD APPEARED, THE 
ATTACKE&S FADE INTO "ME 
■TAGGED ROCKS/ 




W AH- 7 our sreeters ^k 
it WEREN'T VERY PRETtXj: 
**— -tWERE t-HEY? J—j/fr 
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WE'VE GOT TO 4J 
MAKE FRIENDS A 
WITH THE PEOPLEy 
OP THIS 
PLANET 
FOLLOW ME 



THE CITY IS IN 
RUINS.. ANQ 
QUIET AS A 





JAGGED SMOKING CRATERS 

iP/T THE STREET AS ROCK 

AND HIS MEN ERANTICALLW 

^EEK THE TUNNEL. WITH 

BORING RAYS... 





THROUGH TUB HOLE THE 
SPACE MEN SEE- THE 
GREEN MEN OF UEMADES\ 
RUSHINS IN THE DlSECTlOV 
OE THE GREAT HALL I 




ROCK RETURNS TO THE 
SPACE SHIP AND UNLOADS 
A SECTION? OF HUGE 

FLEXIBLE TUBING... 




TO THE ASTONISHMENT OP 
VALVAR-,' ROCK'S PLAN IS 
PUT INTO EFFECT... 




ROCKET BLASTS RlP 
THROUGH THE TUNNEL, 
SWEEPING THE GREEN MEN 
TO DEATH LIKE FLIES.' 




A SICKENING SIGHT GREETS 

THE SPACE MEN.. .THE TUhJNEL 

IS CHOKED WITH DEAD... 




THE PEW INVADERS THAT 
DO REACH THE RALACEAR6 
QUICKW SUBDUED By 
VAL.J'ARS soldiers! 




THAT EVENS UP THE 
SCORE.. MOW MY PEOPLE 
ft. CAN ASAlN LIFT THEIR 
' 'EADS TO A NEW GREAT- 
ESS.. THANKS TO 



Woutz WORK is done here ^6 

( MOW.. OUR OML.Y REQUEST 
^ WOULD BE TO HELP US' A 
GET OPF= THIS PLANET.. "^ 
I BY THE LOOKS OF THINGS, 
?WE ARE DOOMED TO 
STAY HERE' 



,-— NO, MY FRIENDS... ~-v 
[7 THE PERIOD OF THE E^j 

\ METEOR STORM ENDS 
' POR A BRlEP TIME IN A 
PEW DAYS.. THEN THE 
MAGNETIC PORCE IS 
BROKEN/ 




Another thrilling episode of The Space Legion in ike November issue of CRACK COMICS. 




f ABOU~ THE ONLY WAY \ 

( WE'LL GET AMYWHEEE J 

i? USEE IS gy TEVIMG A ® 

FIELD GOAL- AMD W6 

AlMT SOT »AUCH TIME 

TO DO IT, ErUbE- 




/ GOOD CATCU 


suo-j 


, V WOW, WATCW 


■%^. 






ft 

Kxk- 




Mi, 
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THeee poimts 
ggAvecs.' 




Sg£,PUMic?TfJ/vrS 
Twewav To.ctAV 

POOTSALL ! lVE'KE 
AWeAO-ANDDVLVA 
MINUTE MOSE 
TO PlAV ' 





ivwy- wis oos a/m't \/ lookit this -a 

(26ALLVMAD / HE'S fe WUNk OF WET 
PLAVIM' WITH MIAA X{. SOAP) SAY— 
EUMKilWG OFF THE 1/ CA7CU0N ? H= 

field..: , — | sowed uis aoes 

FACE JUST TO 
FOOL US .'. 





Read Snappy in the November issue of CRACK COMICS — on sale October 2nd. 




TO THE AMAZEMENT OF 
THOSE ON THE DESTROVER| 
THE FR££DOM BEGINS TO 
SUGKAND PLUNGE LIKE A 
©RE AT FISH HOOKED On 
A SIBANTIC TACKLE. . . . 



Tu&P£D~TORPEDO SEES ALL.[ 




THE DESTROyER'S CAPTAIN SEES THE 
SAILORS OE THE WRECKED SUB. - - - 



NOT SUSPECTING THE TRUE IDENTITVOP 
THESE MENTHE DESTROYER TAKES 
THEM ABOARD. . . . 





WHAT NEW ADVENTURES AWAIT THE 
DAUNTLESS R£D TOR&EDO IN NEXT 
MONTH'S ISSUE P£ CfSfACtK C&ftff/Cg-?- 



ths daring deeds of The Reel Torpedo in the November issue. 




"WE'RE PLYlMG OVER- DESOLATION 
WOODS, FOLKS, WHf RE NED BRANT 
AND RUO SHEKELS WAMOERED 

HELPLESSLY FOR WEEKS—'' y4 



" HERE. IN THE PLANE AP-6 TME TWO 
W.WOUS FOOTBALL PLAYERS WHO 
WEttE LOST, &UD SHEKELS' FATHER. 
AND COACH BRANT- AND A &ICS 
SDR.PR.ISE THE COACH IS sg 

BRINQINCJ TO CASTER. J '. J /;. 
COLLEGE — y* : "'if. 



• something has gone wrong.' 
we're flying over, laud ano 
•^ losing altitude fast— - 
WE'RE FALLING- . f/ 





??MAO WOLP OF CARTER S aiv'uiS. 

AMATIhiO EXHIBITION O^CAKOElKa 
j|j|VER.S6GVV AROUHD CARTBC-VI tB,' 



Ned Brant is continued in the November issue — on sole October 2nd. 




VRE RUTHLESS SHADOW OF MR 
DARKENS THE PEACEFUL DEMOC- 
RACIES OF EUROPE, 






RUSHING MEDICAL AID TO 
I RE FRONT IS THE GALLANT 

\RED CROSS NUP5E, 

\LEi - PRESTON...! 






I :x 



& 






M 



EVEN. ENEMf. PLANES RESPECT ■ 
THE PURPOSE OR REP FLIGHT. I 



^s 



ARE NOT SO 
CAREFUL... 




BUT BELOIA/, A NTE AIRCRAFT GUNS \ [lEPS PLANE IS RIDDLED WITH : I 




I IT STAGGERS DIZZILY THROUGH I \DESPERATELV,LE£ 5TRAIGR7ENS 



WEWELOPIhiG CLQUD. BANK. 



REP CRIPPLED SHIP AND PAN 1 
CAKES'TOA LANDING. . . [F= 
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TlookT^ 

SOMEONEf 


v v ■■' ~ . \'*i 
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Z£f ' £M?£5 TNG HEAVY FIRE BY' 
DIVING INTO A PRO- 
TECTING SMELL ROLEJ T 



FRIEND, SOLDIER/ j ■%. v 

AM A NURSE.... VOUrr^C li 
CAN'T SEE ME?x^T NO, La.! 
([AM BLIND/;, 



mBQSSMIFOPEM 

mnE.ies CALtr/a 

TUE BUND MAN 
WlTff HIS BURDEN. . 


"■ELD OF 
'Sl!''!jci'/DB : 5 


■ ■' - 






Ir^ ^-' ~ 



\5UDDENIVA HEAVY ' BARRA6E OF 
\6MFIRE SPLITS THE Aft? ABOVE 
THEM MTH DEAFEN fN6 THUNDER. . 





IT COMES FROM DISTANT I 





Another exciting installment of Lee Preston in the November issue ef CRACK COMICS. 
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AT THAT 


MOMENT A f= /SURE 


■STREAKS 


TOTHS Gt/Zlj& SIDE:.. 
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s all right; 'y own- it 
MISS— YOU ONLVl s-scarbp 
TRIPPED ON A j^MESO.'WHV, 

ROOT/ nr — - V V-YOU'RG 

TUB 'SPIDER 




BE Calm mow. -.watch mee 

MOWE OUR'GWOSTVr- •, — ' „ 

DISAPPEAR /»■ •aSfiti. WOW? 



BUT- YOU'RE NOT SHOOTING ]Bj 
A |4 .... WATCH / 

mm 

"'4 




THAT CHANDELIER STOPS THEM 
PRESENTLY . . MOW FOR THE 
GEEZER ABOVE US, 




FIRST, VOU SET A DIZZY LITTLE, 
RIDE ON THE t b~ ■■ v 

MERKV-SO-EOUKJO..^ ^ 
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OH.. OH.'/ GUNPLAY PROM MV 
CUSTOMERS BELOW. EH? 
V MUST SHOOT 'EM MV 
' ' REGARDS"/r-^s=«e~— — 




I DIDN'T KNOW ^/Oli WANTED 
.TO ESALLV PLAY,.. JSsssfssS 
Sassy oncss // , 




FOR. A eWOST. "SOU WAVE A 
VERY SOUD JAW. . . 1 MEAW, 
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v 



TW 




HMM • .. IP IT ISN'T WEASEL. 
NOLAN, "THE COUNTERPEr 
WELL, SQUIRT... YOU v\/IN 
JUST FOR THE PRESENT/ 



WALK TWIS.VWV, MB. 
WITH ^EBf HANDS 
BEHIND *&,' 




J 



A FALLEN TPUS LEAPS UP AND 
GSTS «TH£ SP'PE/Z PRoMSSHtNP 


/T^ii 
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[SOMETIME LATER THESP/OS! 
IPiNPS: i-jimsslptibo up w rr»i 
\CSk.L-A>R OP THE HOUSE-. . : - '■ 





^ C"£ P* AsM#* * *€ 



r m -*-*< Ki4w« 
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RUTHERFORD WATKIN5, EH? 
HE'S THE LAWYER WHO SOT 
WEALTHY DEFENDING PUBLIC 
ENEMIES -RECENTLY DISBARREO 
OH, SEND HIM IN, TUG 




I'LL ORDER THE MATERIALS 
NOW.. BETTER NOT LEAVE □ 
THI5 MAGNET AROUND-* IT'S 
VALUABLE. 




CHECK THOSE FINGERPRINTS 
FROM THE LEWIS KILLING'?,, 

eah! manny^ 
roe and his , 

AtlQU, SAOIE! 

w WHAT? THEY'RE 

™\tHREE YEARS! 





POLICE HEAPQUARTERS.. LATER. 



A THREAT TO KIDNAP YOUR 
SON, EH ? AMD -<tJU LIVE VP 
IN MILO PARR... BETTER BE 
CAREFUL, MR. WATKINS/. 



THAT'S WHY 
I'M HERE, 

/EL 



VV 1 ^ j ^e ifr , .'i WJ i ff 





IT'S THAT ALWfCO MASKfET. 
FEEE,TUQ, HELP ME FREE 
MYSELF/ r 

'i 






THE FINGERPRINTS TURN 
OUT TO BE THOSE OF MANNY\ 
AND SADIE - ROE ~v THE DEAD 
CRIMINALS// 



THIS NOTE HAS 
OD OR.. TANNIC 
WONPER--~? 


A STRANGE 
ACID} fu 


1 

01 


'It, 




\/&T PAY, IN A NEARBY TOWN 



E COURSE 1 REMEMBER fJ 
THE J03, MR. WELLS! THIS fl 
SNIKTAW, AS HE CALLED HIM- 
SELF, WAS ABOUT 45, BALD, 
5 FEET <? AND WEIGHED, 
ABOUT 170 POUNDS 



M4TMN&, DID YOU £i»9 

KNOW MANNV AND SADIE^j 
RCE ? ^- — -^#: 




THERE HE IS 

%1 




WATKINS' CHAUFFEUR JUST 1 \H/S SON HAS JUST BEEN 

BROUGHT THIS, \N\Z ' . -A {KIDNAPPED -~ TUG, GET ME 

^-^ r^ -^- 1 THAT KIDNAP NOTE ! 




2 



INTERESTING* LET'S GO 

OUT TO WATKINS' HOME/ 

AND HAND ME SOME PHOTO' 

GRAPHS WHEN I ASK FOR 

THEM- ANY PHOTOGRAPHS 

WILL DO... r ^ 7 ^ f ^P 



Af^TER W&PECT/N& 7WF-: 
BURGLAR ■JLAPM \S\'3T£M\ 




WAS THE ALARM TURNED, 
ON, WATK/NS ?. 

!i 



THEM NO QASE ENTERED 
OR LEFT THE HOUSE !\ 



':JT BUT MY SON S 
m. GQNEfW MUST 
XN BE GHOSTS** 





^ 





DECEIVED BY THE RUSE, THE 
CHAUFFEUR LOQHS BEHIND HIM 




MUCH AS t DISLIKE 
PHrSiCAL COMBAT ! A 




TIE THAT PAIR UP, TUG, AMD 
TELEPHONE FOR THE POL/GEj 
SO/WATKINS' BURGLAR ALARM 
WAS TO TAKE SUSPICION MAY 
FROM HIMSELF, EH? 



D 



now, we'll search the 
place/ the kidnapped 
children must be some- 
WHERE W 7MS HQUS£! 



AFTER A FRUITLESS SEARCH 
OF THE- REST OF THE HOUSE, 
WELLS REACHES THE CELLAR. 





YES, GLOVES MADE OF 
TANNED HUMAN SKIN* THE 
HANDS OF MANHY AND -« 
SADIE ROE/ HENCE THE 

FINGERPRINTS .' ^ ^- — ^ 

WHAT TIPPED 

YOU OFF TO 

WATK/NS ?- 




FIRST, THE ODOR OF LEATHER 
ON THE KIDNAP^NOTE, AND 
THE FACT THAT HIS NOTE TO 
ME, AND THE KIDNAP NOTES 
WERE WRITTEN ON THE SAME 
TYPEWRITER. I KNEW THE 
KIDNAPPER WAS IN THIS 

HOUSE." MY RUSE 

OF THE IMAGINARY 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

MADE WATKINSv 

CONVICT 

HIMSELF / 




folio* Wizard Wells each month in CRACK COMICS. 
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"Weill toys, it got Tully." 

Big Bull Weston, lumber boss of 
the Smokey Ridge outfit, lowered 
Ins eyes from the group of rough 
men who faced him, because he felt 
that a. tear was not the thing for 
these men to sec. 

"Tully!" said Pierre Lareaux sor- 
rowfully. "Po'r leetle Tully." 

Hud Wilkins. usually boisterous 
and foudy and full of gecci humor, 
drew a wry face and shook his 
grizzled heed forlornly. 

"Tully," he said softly. "That 
m?.kes four — with Burke, Slats and 
Pedro," 

Rookie, the camp hash-slinger, 
sniffled and wiped a moist eye. 

"Cripes," he said, "why can't 
something be done about this — this 
here mystery? What's wrong with 
the Mounted?" 

""What's wrong with "em?" Bull 
Wescon echoed; "nothin' is wrong 
with 'em; they're workin' on the 
case. They've lost two men them- 
selves, accordin' to Sergeant Lips- 
comb . . . this here thing's too big 
for 'em, that's all." 

For weeks it had been going on. 
For weeks men had mysteriously 
disappeared from the woods and the 
frozen tundras, and no clues had 
been discovered. No mystery more 
profound had ever swept the great 
Northland. It had everyone in a 
high' state' of nerves. No one was 
safe abroad, day or night. No one 
knew when or where the thing — 
whatever it was — would strike. Six 
men so far had vanished . . . 

"And. now it's my turn," Ran 
Railings spoke somewhat bitterly. 
The . others seated in the warm 



bunkhousc looked at him. Bull 
Weston shook his head. 

"Ain't no call for you to go up 
there, Ran," he said mildly. 

"If T den't go, someone else 
must," Ran replied, "Someone has 
to tend the boiler, or the mill shuts 
down . . . l"'s my turn." He got 
up, buttoned his parka, and pulled 
en thick mittens. 

"Well, so long, lugs!" he called 
with mock cheer. "Be sccin' you!" 
Then he was gone, out into the 
howling night. 

Sergeant Lipscomb, of the 
Mounted Police, read the last line 
of his report, slipped it into an en- 
velope and got up briskly. 

'There it is," he said. "That goes 
to Montreal. It's the third report 
I've sent in to headquarters. It con- 
tains every known detail of the dis- 
appearances, And that means ex- 
actly nothing, Mr, Vale." 

Eric Vale rose and extended his 
hand. 

'."A!l 1 ask, Sergeant Lipsccmb," 
he said, "is to conduct this thing in 
my own way, You've asked me up 
here. I don't know what 1 can da, 
but I promise to do my very best." 
"Right," Lipscomb said. "When 
are- you starting?" 
"Now." 

Eric Vale stepoed out into the 
frigid air, slipped his feet into 
snowshoes, and sped away toward 
the north. He traveled light, with 
only the necessities. He could make 
more speed that way. Five miles 
from Police headquarters, he halted, 
listening. Steadily- on the thin cold 
air came the muted drone of the 
Smokey Ridge lumber mill's 



machinery. Evidently nothing had 
gone wrong with their man — at 
least yet. Eric went on. 

Where had the others fallen 
down? How had they erred in their 
attempts to discover clues of the 
missing man? The Mounted Police 
had scoured the area with a fine- 
toothed comb, as they put it. So 
had various private detectives. All 
had failed. Where should he start? 
He kept on, his racquets making 
a squeaky sound in the fine, frccz 
ir.g snow. Once a wolf yelped far 
off to his right and he shivered. 
Not that there was any possibility 
of a wolf attacking a man, unless 
he was down. The Northern Lights 
shivered and flashed in streamers of 
bizarre color up over the Pole. 

After an hour of steady going, 
Eric neared a low range of ice hills. 
They looked bleak and barren in 
the strange light. He skirted one 
end of them and then, in the lee of 
the ridge, he halted suddenly and 
bent down. Yes, there they were — 
tracks! Large imprints of shoes in 
the packed snow. He followed 
them for a space and was surprised 
to find the entrance of a low cave 
in the ice walls. Cautiously he 
entered, slipped out of his snow- 
shoes, 'and walked along the dark 
corridor. Maybe this was a clue! 
The tunnel opened out in a. largei 




cavern, considerably lighter from 
some overhead opening. Erie's eyes 
slowly swung around die chill 
room, then they stopped and a 
sharp exclamation escaped him. 
There before liim, in a gleaming 
wall of solid ice, were six figures — 
the six men who had disappeared! 
They were frozen within the thick 
ice, their eyes wide open, expres- 
sions of utter horror on their faces. 

"Like them?" A voice spoke 
softly behind him. Eric whirled, 
but a heavy net settled over his 
head and he was tangled in its 
scrands in a moment. The author of 
the voice leaped upon him, bea:ing 
him to the ground. It was useless 
to fight; the net effectually snared 
him. Su he lay motionless while the 
huge man who had attacked him 
completed trussing him up securely. 

"There!" said the stranger. 
"That'll hold you — until I'm ready 
to put you up there in my beauti- 
ful wall ... it is beautiful, don't 
you think?" 

"You're cra?y!" Eric said stead- 
ily, "If you think you can get 
away with this sort of thing." 

The man laughed. "Maybe I am 
crazy," he admitted. "Some people 
have said thai, line you'll li've to 
admit thai my idea is clever, eh?" 

"What is your idea?" Eric de- 
manded. 

The man's face underwent an 
instanc transformation. A deadly 
passion crept over it, the most ter- 
rible expression of hate Eric had 
ever seen. Then he spoke: 

"For years they have cheated me. 
They've taken everything I ever 
had. I owned thousands of acres of 
lumber. They took it . . . Now I'm 
getting even. I'll get every last one 
of them, I'll get my property 
back!" 

"Who are you?" said Eric. 

"I'm called Tvan," returned the 
man sonorously. "Ivan lvanovitch." 
Then he laughed, a grotesque, in- 
sane laugh, After which he got to 



his feet quickly and left the cham- 
ber of death. 

Eric pondered a moment. Sn chat 
was it, The man, frustrated some- 
time in' life, had cracked. He was 
out of his mind. But often people 
— crazy people — were capable of 
hideous crimes . . . 

It was cold in the cave. Eric's 
muscles felt paralyzed. He twisted, 
turned and tugged at the restrict- 
ing net. And suddenly he found a 
loose cord, Working with this a 
half hour he finally managed to gee 
free. He wasted no time. There was 
an axe lying on the floor. He 
picked it up and went at the ice 
wall like a veteran lumberjack. 

He -had chopped into the first 
figure when he made a scartling dis- 
covery. He quit chopping, hurled 
the axe down and started off down 
another tunnel he had seen when 




he first entered this room. It led a 
hundred yards, then turned 
abrupty to the right. Eric halted 
and listened. He thought he heard 
a slight sound. Yes, there it was 
again! 

Eric hascened on. At the end of 
this tunnel there was another room, 
not so large as the main chamber. 
And in it were stacks of old 
clothes, snowshoes, and a long dog 
sledge. Also there was a workbench.. 
Scattered about were odd pieces of 
a plastic substance which Eric 
couldn't identify in the dim light 
that filtered from overhead. But he 
didn't waste time in further ex- 
ploring. 



There was a door set in the wall 
back of the workbench, and this 
Eric pushed against. It swung in- 
ward. 

"Well, tie that!" he exclaimed as 
a strange sight met his gaze. Lying 
about on bunks were men — all of 
them in rags, with emaciated faces 
and the look of dEUth in their hol- 
low eyes. But they were alive! 

Eric made sure they were alive, 
then he left t.he room and ap- 
proached the large chamber again. 
Everything was clear now. He 
would try to capture Ivan and take 
him into headquarters. If that 
failed, he would return and come 
back with the Police. Ivan had 
caused the last mystery he would 
ever hatch up. 

A sound startled Eric as he 
stepped out of the tunnel into the 
ice room. Sergeant Lipscomb stood 
in the middle of the room, staring 
blankly at the iced in figures. 

"So that's it!" he ctied. "Well, 
I'll be a cross-eyed Eskimo! That's 
them, all right!" 

Eric laughed. "Partly right, Ser- 
geant," he said. "And partly wrong 
It's a strange story . .'.but first, 
did you sec anything of Ivan?" 

"Two of my men picked him up 
back on the trail a mile," Lipscomb 
replied . "If you mean the big Rus- 
sian." 

"I mean him," Eric said. "He's 
the creator of the ice mural there 
. . . also the central figure in your 
little mystery." 

"They're dead, of course?" Ser- 
geant Lipscomb said. 

Eric nodded. "They are, but they 
are only cleverly constructed ef-. 
figies. The men themselves are back' 
there in a cave — half dead, but still 
breaching. Let's get help up here 
and get 'em back home." 
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